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Bush and Horse Poems

THE SICE STOCKKIDEK1

HOLD hard, Ned !   Lift me down once more, and lay

me in the shade.

Old man, you 've had your work cut out to guide
Both horses, and to hold me in the saddle when I

All through the hot, slow, sleepy, silent ride.
The dawn at l Moorabinda J was a mist-rack dull and

dense,

The sunrise was a sullen, sluggish lamp;
I was dozing in the gateway at Arbuthnot's boundary

fence,

I was dreaming on the Limestone cattle camp.
We crossed the creek at Qamcksford, and sharply

through the haze,

And suddenly the sun shot flaming forth j
To southward lay * Kat&wa/ with the sandpeaks all

ablaze,

And the flushed fields of Glen Lomond lay to north.
Now westward winds the bridle-path that leads to

Lindisfarm,

And yonder looms the double-headed Bluff;
From the far side of the first hill, when the sHes are

clear and calm,
You can see Sylvester's woolshed fair enough.

1 Written on the bough of the old gum-tree while he was
staying with John Kiddoch at Yallum in January 1869.